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To resume my tale of the daily round. I produced my Evening News story by about noon and then trooped up to the chummery for tiffin. It was a rule, violated only by a foolhardy few, not to drink until sunset. Nevertheless the midday meal was soporific and usually followed by a siesta in a long chair. Then came the heavy chore of sub-editing the reporters' copy, eliminating the "babuisms," and putting on suitable headlines. Worse was inspecting our most serious competitor, the Indian Daily Mail, for " misses."
The comparative cool of early evening, before the swoop of Asiatic night, was the time for a fresh, even more frantic outburst of athleticism. We played tennis or rowed on Back Bay, where the water was usually so calm that it was possible to use the lightest of river craft. That is, it was possible for a competent oarsman. It was my misfortune to imagine that I could do anything. So one day I boldly launched out in a skiff with a sliding seat, bound for Government House sands, a privilege permitted to Gymkhana wallahs when the Governor was not in residence. All went well for about twenty sweeping strokes till I heard a cry of alarm behind me. Turning my head, I found myself heading at a rate of knots for an anchored bunder boat. I hastily shipped one oar and over she went. With the assistance of the boatman and a great deal of swimming, I retrieved the oars and pushed the upturned boat back to the boat-house. Then I returned, dripping and crestfallen, to the chummery.
After the evening exercise we invariably had another bath or shower and began the serious business of drinking on the Gymkhana lawn. I should explain that for some months I was a rigid teetotaller, for, apart from the many warnings I had had in London of the evil consequences of drink in the East, the evidence around me was only too painfully clear. However, the virtues of the chola peg (whisky and soda) as a social lubricant were equally apparent and the magic of evening was so compelling that I eventually succumbed, beginning with a pow peg (quarter peg). Our drinks were very weak, with lots of soda in them, but there were apt to be many of them. The musical clink of glasses, the moon sailing over the palms, and the bare-footed waiters gliding about the smooth lawn made life gay and happy. We forgot